CONSTANTINOPLE                      igi

There was only one way out : it came to me as an in-
spiration. I asked to see the Chief Doctor, and told him a
long story. He listened to it politely and said that he
quite understood my position : I did not want to become
a Muhammedan immediately, but while I was consider-
ing my conversation he was ready to perform the neces-
sary physical initiation. Indeed, he had recently invented
a new and practically painless method of carrying it out,
and would like to demonstrate it to some visiting profes-
sors.

That evening, I found myself alone in a room next to
the surgical ward, and I dreamed of a dawn across the
poppy-fields of Afionkarahissar in 1917.

I was standing at a window looking over the station
road. A soldier came slouching down it: his beard was
grey : his cheeks were grey : he wore field-grey uniform :
his feet were wrapped in rags from which the toes pro-
truded : he dragged himself slowly to the train that would
take him away to the war.

I saw smoke above the tree-tops of the station, and
heard a whistle. With a jerk like a marionette, the old
man quickened his pace.

And now an ox-cart passed my window, creaking on its
archaic wheels. A white heifer drew it, and her shoulders
strained against her harness, for it was a heavy cart, but
she went forward willingly, resignedly : work was her
portion : she would live and die under the yoke : she licked
her cool muzzle, dusted flies with her neat tail, looked
forward with wistful eyes that seemed to see beyond her
working world. Somewhere she would find rest; she was
symbol of all the driven souls who go forward unquestion-
ing to destiny, as the soldier with his pack was type of
voiceless millions who carry the burden of our civilisation.